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Songs of tlie Hill Folk
You have left us Hiigli MacFadden,

You have gone to make yonr name,

And to carve your niche immortal

In the golden halls of fame.

0, it's sore we miss yon, Hnghie,

When the hard day's work is done,

And the lads and lassies gather

For to have their merry fun.

Sure we miss your voice in singin'

The old songs you knew so well,

And we miss your brown eyes glancin'.

And the sweet things they could tell.

Now there seems to be just someone

Who could make the sport go right,

Who could make the dance go better,

For his feet were swift an' light.

But it's no use mournin', Ilughie,

For the years will come and go,

Before you're here among us,

The same lad we used to know.

John picked at his fiddle,

And Maureen spun at her wheel,

And the tones of both were blended,

Into an ancient reel.

My heart was far on the heather,

Roaming o 'er scenes long known,

Till the leaves, the Avheel and the fiddle,

Caught it fast in the mesh they had thrown.

And they brought it back to the shieling.

And they softly sang it to sleep,

When I woke from my dream and/ mur-

mured,

"My God, how the winds do weep."

—LIAM MOR.

You'll be little changed, I m thinkin'.

Just the old-time, happy Hugh,

Och, we're i)rayin', Hugh MacFadden,

The Lord sends success to you.

Tn the Laurel Glen when my love was fair,

I wound a wreath for her golden hair,

And T sang her a song of the summer day.

When the west winds on their harps did,

play.

CONSTANCY

Vou can't change the song of a shell from the

sea

—

Its sussurus you can't make untrue

—

No more than my heart, can you break it or

make it

Throb a life-beat of self that's not you !

J. I. W. '98.

But now that my love is old and gray,

No more to the Laurel Glen 1 gae.

But I sit at home by tli'^ fire where

It's rod light shines in her silver hair.

The rain had dampened the turf fire.

And the blue smoke filled the room.

Outside the young leaves, struggling,

Afade weird music in the gloom.


